CIVILISATIONS OF THE EAST

ing, so terrible, so monstrous to the western
spirit. But the art of China is through and
through human. It is the kind of art that
Romans, too, or Englishmen might have pro-
duced, if they had been gifted with aesthetic
genius; the art of reasonable concrete-minded
men, with a keen sensitiveness to the pathos
and gaiety of human life, and the beauty and
grandeur of nature. It is characteristic of
Chinese landscape-painting that it should
include representation of the human observer
Their artists do not, it is true, treat nature as
a mere background to human life, as, for
example, the great Venetian artists do; but
neither do they treat it as the vehicle of
tremendous supernatural forces, which is the
spirit of Indian art They treat it as a beauti-
ful object, itself real, contemplated by a sane
and sensitive human spirit. So with their
poetry. It is of all poetry I know the most
human and the least symbolic or romantic.
It contemplates life just as it presents itself,
without any veil of ideas, any rhetoric or senti-
ment, it simply clears away the obstruction
which habit has built up between us and the
beauty of things, and leaves that, showing
in its own nature, revealed but not recreated.
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